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^he’s wanted 

IN THREE 
STATES! 




























( DRAT THLUCK! 

JUST WHEN THINGS 
.WAS GOIN’ RIGHT! 


that'll TEACH 'EM 

NOT TO FOOL WITH 
% TRIGGER MARTIN! 


YOU AIN’T ] 

GONNA FIND 
SAGEBRUSH 
ANY TOO ^ 
SAFE. YOU/* 
KILLER! < p> 


THIS GUN, WITH ALL 
OF THEM NOTCHES, 
OUGHTA LOOK f 
MIGHTY GOOD TO ) 
r JUDGE DUNN./= 


LOOKS LIKE SOMEBODY^ 
CAMPIN’ OVER THERE. ...r- 


HERE’S WHERE I 

GET GRUB AN’A 
to FRESH HOSS. . 






























NICE AN’QUIET-LIKE 
AROUND HERE, ISN’T 
IT, CHAMP? 


START REACMIN' 
V- r MISTER! 


> WELL, I’LL 
BE HANGED! 


ME THAN I DO! 


THAT’S TOO BAD-^ 

T FOR ME! i-' 


r THAT GIVES ME AN 

IDEA-TAKE OFF i*- 


YOU LOOK MORE LIKE 


THEM CLOTHES! 























TEN MINUTES LATER 


/MY NAME \ 
WONT FIT A 
ROAD AGE NT L 


'TH’CLOTHES AREA) 

NEAT FIT--SO YOUR ' 
NAME’S GENE AUTRrj/ 


l ' WELL, I’M TAKIN’ ^ 

TH' NAME--AN’YORE 
HOSS, TOOf r _ 


IT’S GONNA BE A > 
PLEASURE TO RIDE 
THIS ANIMAL! y— 


WATCH HIM, 
T CHAMP! M 


HOLD STILL, BOY. ^ 

WHOA! STEADY, NOW! 


YOU ORNERY 
LOP EARED 
KNOT-HEAD I 





































r HOLD IT, CHAMP! 

i’ll GET him! r* 


S RECKON * ' 

THAT’LL STOP 

s you, Autry! 


THIS BROOM-TAIL’LL 
HAVE TO CARRY ME 
V_-r A WAYS MORE. 


YOU GOT MY CLOTHES, SO YOU 
MIGHT AS WELL HAVE MY GUN, J 
EVEN IF ITAINYc 
LOADED. 























































WHO SAID ANYTHIN* 
ABOUT BUYIN’ ’EM? 

i’m helpin' myself 
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YOU WONY LiVE 
l THAT LONG! tt: 


SADDLE ONE O’ 
THEM HOSSES 
v, PRONTO ! /—•' 


wait’ll th’law 

CATCHES UP f 
I WITH you! ) 


TRY TO STOP ME. WILL YA ! 


J YOU > 
ORNERY 
> HOSS 
(thief! 


NOW IF I CAN ^ 

PULL MYSELF UP 
AN’ GIT THAT r-^ 
7 RIFLE... snadfll 


f I AIN’T v 
FINISHED 

s yet! r 





































WHY, th‘ DIRTY DOUBLE-GROSSER J 

-r HE GOT AAE IN TH ARM I 


I GOTTA MAKE 
THIS ONE SHOT 
Vi GOOD ! nr- 


THAT 
FIXED 
i HIM! 


LOOKS LIKE WE'RE 
n TOO LATE ! ) - 


SOUNDED LIKE REVOLVER AN* 
RIFLE SHOTS, BOTH, CHAMP! 

































i'm pretty 
SURE I < 
WINGED J 
\ HIM, vad. 


WHEN I GET TO 
TOWN, I'LL SEND 
A DOCTOR OUT 
TO YOU AN*THEN 
| REPORT TO TH' 
L. SHERIFF. ^ 


MEBBE IM 
DELIRIOUS, 
BUT YOU SURE 
LOOK LIKE 
TH' MAN 1 
WHO SHOT , 
^ ME* rd 


HES FAINTED, \ JUST LIE STILL 


POOR FELLOW. NOW THAT TH 


I BETTER GET BLEEDIN S 


HIM INSIDE. / STOPPED, I LL 
THAT WOUND | FIX THAT - 
IN HIS SIDE I WOUND. ^ 

IS PRETTY _-S 

BAD 'JM r 


I WAS TRYIN TO 
PICK UP HIS TRAIL 
WHEN I HEARD 
^ TH' SHOTS. _ 































*TH' SHERIFF OF 

SAGEBRUSH r 
CAN’T HELP J 
YOU MUCH./ 


HOW COME? 


*AN HOMBRE WHO CALLS HIMSELF 
“JUDGE DUNN" RUNS THIS-COUNTRY. 

I,th sheriff's tried fightin’him 

4 BUT IT’S NO USE. 


ONLY LAST WEEK 
DUNN TRIED TO 
GET SHERIFF ^ 
CURTIS AGAIN - 


IJUDGE DUNN 

THE LAW IN 

I SAGfBRUSH 


“HE SENT CACTUS PETE TO 
DOTH’ DIRTY WORK - — 


DUNN GAVE PETE A SWELL 
FUNERAL AN’ WARNED TH’ 
SHERIFF TO GIT OUTA TOWN' 


BUT TH’SHERIFF BEAT PETE TO TH DRAW. 
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WATCH YOUR¬ 
SELF, AUTRY. 
DUNN DON'T 
COTTON TO 
STRANGERS. 


DUNN KNEW TH‘ \ 

SHERIFF WOULDN'T 
SHOOT HIM IN COLD 
BLOOD. HE'S A ^ 
PLENTY SMART /. 
fcHOMBRE.y-fi? 


HE SOUNDS 
RIGHT 

INTERESTIN' 


ITLL TAKE MOREN 
A FAKE JUDGE TO 
KEEP ME AWAY FROM 
SAGEBRUSH-> 


WOULDN'T SURPRISE ME > 

CHAMP, IF WE FOUND MY 
'"-'T CLOTHES WALKIN' ^ 
uS AROUND DUNN'S ) 
OFFICE. y 


I WON'T BE NO > 

USE TO DUNN TILL 
THIS HEALS.GUESS 
_ I'D BETTER ^ 
k HIDE OUT. / 


MEANTIME, A 


MILE AWAY. 


TRIGGER 


BATHES HIS 


WOUNDED 


ARM. 











































'l'D BE CRAZY f KILL HIM? 


AUTRY, 


HE'S A LOT MORE USE TO, 
'''“\AAE** ALIVE^/— 


'THAT WAGON'S CARRYIN' GOLD 


BULLION, OR I MISS MY 
-VGUESS, CHAMP. 


HERE IT COMES ! 
tthat'll MAKE 
\THREE THIS j 
VmWEE K/J 






















IT'S A HOLD-UR^ 

CHAMP/ LETS GO!. 


WHIP UP YOUR HOSSES^ 

ED / THAR'S ONE O' THEM 
'""*7 OUTLAWS NOW/ »—- 


HOLD YOUR FIRE / 
•7 I'LL HELP YOU / f 





















KEEP GOIN'/ 


LOOKIT THAT 
CHESTNUT 
k HOSS RUN / M 


RIDER’S 
fR SIDE J 


IF I CAN ONLY 
-7 REACH TH' 
i CAVE 1 


TRY AN FIND AAE 
/VOW, AAISTER ! 


s* ITS A TRAP! 

( I'D BETTER GIT 
T^OUTA HERE / 


£ 


( i'm 

\ HIS 


AD ^ 

ON J 


SURE 


GLAD 































f IF JUDGE DUNN S 

ain't behind these 

BULLION ROBBERIES, 
fc HE SURE KNOWS f 
WHO IS ! J 


YEAH/ EVEN WHEN 1 

TH' SHERIFF ARRESTS 
SUSPECTS, DUNN jg 
"7 LETS 'EM GO !rf 


r MIGHT AS WELL BREAK TH 


HE DISAPPEARED-V THEY ALLUS DO/" 

RIGHT IN FRONT /L JUST LIKE GHOSTS/ 
OF MY EYES !r-^ ---' 


BAD NEWS TO TH JUDGE 
'FORE TH WAGON HITS TOWN 


DUNN MAY FIND 
HIMSELF ON TH 
WRONG END OF 
A ROPE,ONE O' 
THESE DAYS'** 























MUCH OBLIGED. H 

MEBBE WE KIN DO 
T YOU A FAVOR f 
\ SOME DAY. / 


YOULL BE SAFE NOW. 

" RECKON I'LL BE 
DRIFTIN' ALONG-/ ! 


T lM GETTIN MIGHTY 
ANXIOUS TO BE WEARIN 
^ MY OWN CLOTHES p 
\ AGAIN. 


'QUIT WORRYIN* FLASH? 

TH* SHERIFF'LL "VIGILANTE" 
HIMSELF INTO BOOT HILL 
AS SOON AS TRIGGER 
MARTIN GETS 
HERE/, 


FUNNY HE AIN T ^ NOT THAT HOMBRE ' 
HERE YET. MEBBE ) HE CAN OUTSHOOT ANY 
HE GOT STOPPED- N-j MAN IN THE r- 
BY A BULLET / ■—' V SOUTHWEST.' / 


AT THAT SAME MOMENT 
IN JUDGE DUNN'S OFFICE..^ 


. JUDGEl TH SHERIFF S 
[ORGANIZING VIGILANTES 
COMMITTEE ! 





































NO/A THIRD GUY 
WAS TRAILIN' TH' 
WAGON/AN'I GOT 
L AWAY BY TH’ SKIN 
k-. O’ MY TEETH 
WITHOUT 

? YjBL TH ' 
mxmEMt gold/ 


GOOD / THAT MEANS THREE 
THOUSAND DOLLARS MORE OF 
\ BULLION IN TH' CAVE ! ^ 


HERE 1 
COMES 
. BtFF / > 


WHO Y A STRANGER TO ME/ 
WAS / TALL-BROWN HAIR- 
THIS A OH,YEAH-A DAGGER 
GUY? A PIN STICKIN' IN HIS 
s —HAT/r 


IT MUST VE BEEN 
TRIGGER MARTIN/. 
HE WEARS A Jjl 
DAGGER LIKE ) 1 

THAT IN_ S II 

7 HIS 

\ HAT ! ) Mr 


WHY WOULD HE X BECAUSE HES SMART/ ST 

STOP A HOLD-UP?y PROB'LY PRETENDIN' TO BE \ 
^=55LAW-ABIDIN' TILL HE'S SAFE ) 
J> IN TOWN. KEEP A WATCHOU T, 
BIFF. AN' BRING HIM 
V TO ME AS SOON AS J M 

\ \^ e r,des 

17 r (okayT 

fit i ^ / boss/ 

































THAT REWARD 
SHOULD COME 
IN HANDY FOR 
V/ THE NEW 

fflk school ; 
Mm FUND. / 


SSI 


Ssls^' 


. DONT COUNT ON IT, 
r DAUGHTER. THIS 
^TRIG GER'S PLENTY 
BADf/muna 


i M SURE HE WAS TRIGGER 
MARTIN AN’ HE'S HEADED 
THIS WAY. THAT’S WHY I 
RUSHED THESE REWARD 
POSTERS OVER, 









































BENEFIT OF 
SAGEBRUSH 
SCHOOL FOND 
Contests 
prizes 


EMISSION 50* 


W w / GOT ITU 

SHE THINKS l'M 
TRIGGER MARTIN/ 


' KILLERS AN RODEOS) SURE THEY DO- 1 
DONT SEEM to G Of WHEN FOLKS READ 
^TOGETHER/ ONE, THEY CANT HELP 
READING THE OTHER/ 


ER--WHY- 


MY NAME IS 


WHAT 


AUTRY. CHAMP 
AN' I MIGHT 
TAKE ON THIS 
s RODEO.^ 


DID 


YOU 


SAY? 


r SHE ACTED MIGHTY FUNNY, J 


CHAMP-LIKE 


SHE 


WAS 


SCARED 










































you've got me wrong, 


LOOKS LIKE ¥ YEAH. LETS 

TRIGGER.' STOP HIM/ 


WEVE V 
BEEN 
EXPECTIN' 
> YOU. 

I TRIGGER. 


MISTER.MY NAME'S 
NOT TRIGGER ! 


ONLY ONE MAN ^ 

WEARS A PIN LIKE 
THAT IN HIS HAT— 
TRIGGER MARTIN! 


COVER 
HIM , 
JIFF! 


AN' JUDGE DUNN SAID 


^ ARE ^ 

YOU FROM 
1 JUDGE 
A DUNN? 




NOBODY COULD 
OUT-DRAW 
IfeS TRIGGER ) 
» MARTIN. 1 k 





















































'’if I’D known biff was one o'your' 


HERE COMES TH‘ SHERIFF 
AN' HIS DAUGHTER* 


MEN, I’D 0‘ LET TH‘ -- 

HOLDHJP ALONE. /THAT'S OKAY. 

-- - f IT OUGHTA 

( SET YOU RIGHT 
V IN SAGEBRUSH. 


STOP 'EM 
OUTSIDE ! 



NO, BUT I'VE 
GOT AN' IDEA/ 
BIFF, STALL HIM 
A AAINUTE l 


ANYBODY HARMIN THEM 
l WILL ANSWER TO ME ! 


WHAT S ^ 
TH‘ MATTER, 
TRIGGER? 
GOIN‘ ^ 

soft? ; 



















































































^ ONE MOVE X: 

AN* I'LL SHOOT, • 
TRIGGER MARTINI 


DAD! YOU GOT HIM- 
WITHOUT SHOOTING? 


YEAH, IT WAS 
SO EASY I'M ’ 
SUSPICIOUS' 


V HEY, 

W SHERIFF! 

} TH’JUDGE 
J SAYS HE’LL 
HOLD COURT 
r AT THREE 
l O'CLOCK! 


I ain't interested 

- ONLY IN HANGIN’ 
YOU! >-_^ 


BEFORE YOU 
CALL OUT TH* 
VIGILANTES, 
SHERIFF, I'D 
LIKE TO TALK ’ 
[ TO YOU. 


HAPPEN IN 
FOUR tfOURS 
MARTIN ! 
ESPECIALLY 
TO KILLERS*! 


X YOU MEAN 
A NECKTIE 
, PARTY? 


^GIMME TH WORD.YNO. TRIGGER’S^ 

JUDGE- ILL FIX ,( PLAN IS WORTH 
=5jTH’ SHERIFF ! J^^lTRYINl^ 






































I S’POSE SO. 

BUT MAKE'IT 
SHORT. ~__ 


J HOW CAN 
YOU PROVE 
V YOU’RE 
(ft GENE 
|§£ AUTRY? 


LISTEN TO 
HIM, DAD. 
THAT’S f 
ONLY y < 
FAIR. ) 


TEN MINUTES LATER 


'THAT’S TH’WAY IT WAS, 
SHERIFF. TRIGGER’S WOUNDED 
AN’WEARIN’MY CLOTHES. 


r l’LL SEND FOR TIM O’ROURKE .YOU 

SAY HE SAW YOU BOTH.^Mi 


SEND FOR 
MARSHAL 
HOLT. HE 
KNOWS ME. 


w PLEASE * 
HURRY, DOC. 
^1 THINK 
GENE IS 
TELLING 
THE 

*( TRUTH. . 


TELL DOC .IF TIM CAN TRAVEL TO 
\ BRING HIM IN, AN’ I WON’T ACT 
Asb-TILLTHEY get here.,-- 



































—Q9BS39Q 


so’s murder! 


YOU CANT DOTHM. 
>_IT’S ILLEGAL! , 


TWO-THIRTY THAT AFTERNOON 


* DUNN S TH’ LANA/ IN 
SAGEBRUSH- GIT MOWN ! 


I COME 
FOR TH’ 
PRISONER, 
SHERIFF. 


YOURE INTERFERIN 
r WITH TH’ LAW, 
FLASH HANELY ! 


































































r WHAT’S TH’ 


SHERIFF 
UP TO 
" NOW? 


LET HIM 
ALONE! I’M 
GETTIN* « 
OUTA THIS 
h MOB.W 


THEN I RECKON I 
GOTTA BELIEVE 


J IT WAS A '> 
FALSE ALARM, 
F° LKS l jamM 


( OTROURKES HURT! |’M 

WHAT’S VfflL TAKIIM’HIM OVER TO 
UP, DOC? JL MV HOUSE. __- 


OF COURSE I’M RIGHT, 


SHERIFF. I KNOW WHAT 
I SAW. TRIGGER ».—- 
: MARTIN GOT 

V AWAY J / k 



































THAT’S TH’ STUFF! 

FIRST WITNESS ! 


W i WANT MY ^ 
NAME CLEARED! 
s_ I DEMAND A , 
K-nTRIAL! r* 


'IF IT HADN’T BEEN FOR"' 

HIM, WE COULDN’T 0’GOT 
TH’ BULLION THROUGH! 


'AN' HE CHASED 

THAT THAR ROAD 
AGENT CLEAN r 

, away! 


I SEEN TRIGGER 
MARTIN ONCE. THIS 
MAN AIN’T HIM! j 


:77?" :■// y"j'. 


r NOT GUILTY l YOU’RE A FREEMAN. 
TRIG-ER-AUTRY ! AN’ASFER YOU , 
\ SHERIFF - -QUIT CLUTTERIN’ UP MV 
jf -COURT WITH MISTAKES ! 


I 





























ONE O’THESE DAYS, I’LL HELP 

HANG YOU, DUNN - AN ’ i-' 

tom* NO MISTAKE! 


RID O’THAT SHERIFF, 
TH’ BETTER. -- 




I TOLD TH’ SHERIFF 


r ON TOP O’WHAT 

HAPPENED TODAY, 
» WE’D SURE BE 
J SUSPECTED \ 
RIGHT OFFlJI 


IT WAS EASY. 

TRIGGER MARTIN HELD ME UP AN’ 
MADE ME CHANGE CLOTKES r-r 
■>—WITH uiax m I 


WHY DONT 
WE POLISH 
> OFPTH’ < 
SHERIFF 
I TONIGHT? 


'IFTHERE'S ^(goOD! FLASH 

ONLY TWO ^ AN’ BIFF 
GUARDS, I’LL ) CAN GRAB 
^ HANDLE ^ TH’ WAGON ! 
l ’EM! 


I GOT OTHER IDEAS FOR ^ 

TONIGHT. THERE’S A LOAD 
'■“7 OF BULLION AT TH’ . 

grs daisy-j, ready r 

y \ TO ROLL! 1- ^ 









































NO HARD 
FEELIN’S, 
SHERIFF. 


YOU JUST DO AS I 
SAY AT TH’ DAISY-J 
>TONIGHT AN’ l’LL T 
[ BE ALL SET. 


lyWSTABLEi 


THERE’S SOMETHIN’ABOUT 
THAT FELLER I DON’T TRUST l 


WHERE YOU Y TH’ NAME’S AUTRY- 

HE ADI N,’ 4 AN’ I GOT A HORSE 

TRIGGER? J l TO TAKE CARE OF. 


YOU RE JUST i 
JEALOUS, FLASH. 
LAY OFF HIM'rrsj 


MY APOLOGIES, AUTRYj O’ROURKES 
SWEARIN’ TRIGGER MARTIN WAS i 
LEFT-HANDED CLEARED YOU 
-- /a._, WITH ME. ^ ... 


Hf DUNN GETS 

SUSPICIOUS, 
HE’LL SHOOT 
YOU IN TH’ 

' S T BACKt^p; 


DUNN S STILL SURE 


MAYBE 


IM TRIGGER, SO 
I’LL PLAY ALONG 
WITH HIM FOR 
AWHILE. ,- 


r/ YOU CAN 
FIND OUT 
* WHERE 
TH’ GOLD’S 
HID. r 









































r RECKON l*D BETTER 

SEND FOR MARSHAL 
HOLT AN’GET 
THIS MESS 
STRAIGHTENED J 
'-\ OUT./^^l^ 


I'LL BE GLAD 
TO WORK WITH 
YOU-TO GET 
RID O’ DUNN 
> AN’ HIS 

1 scumj r 


THAT NIGHT. 


* WAIT HERE • 
TILL I GET RID 
O’ TH* GUARDS' 


WE GOT IT 
STRAIGHT, i 
SHERIFF. , 


THATS AUTRY * 

NOW. REMEMBER 
r WHAT I 
I TOLD YOU! Ml 


























THE TWO GUARDS RUSH GENE 
ONE PRETENDS TO BE SHOT 
WHILE THE OTHER ENGAGES 
GENE IN MOCK BATTLE- 


START TH’ WAGON ROLLINl 


/ I THERE THEY 

ISHfr ARE, BOYS! 
WBSM GET ’EM! J 


BIFF. I’LL BRAKE IT 
DOWN TH* HILL! 


IT’S A TRAP. 
I FLASH! r 


DOUBLE-CROSSED! 
-t RUN FOR TH’ r 
HORSES! M 


WHAT ABOUT 
TRIGGER! f 


“ WE GOTTA ' 
SAVE OUR OWN 
SKINS! r' 


































th’wagon! it’s "’ll 

RUNNING AWAY! M 


COME ON, 
CHAMP! 


HURRY, 

BOY! 


STEADY, 

CHAMP/ 


LUCKY THIS RIG’S 
GOT GOOD BRAKES. 


I RECKON THEY )^ IF THAT 
r MUSTA GOT %( HOMBRE’S A 
L TRIGGER/ J l GUN-FIGHTER, 

S '’ M K|T 

■ \\ (carson! J 


























r WHY DIDN’T YOU LET’EM GET 

AWAY WITH TH’ BULLION, ^ 
.SHERIFF? ^ 


’CAUSE I DON*! 

WANTA RISK 

Closin’ it. m 


BUT I WANTED TO 
TRAIL’EM AND FIND 
fekn OUT WHERE 
TH’ LOOT’S j 
A HIDDEN// I 


I’VE GOT TO 1 
GET BACK ^ 
BEFORE DUNN 
GETS TOO 
SUSPICIOUS.^ 
SEE YOU JM 
LATER!/ i 


FELLER AIN’T GENE AUTRY.. 


LATER, IN DUNN’S OFFICE 


AAAYBE THIS 
HOAABRE AIN’T 
. TRIGGER ^ 
[ MARTIN. ■ 
\ EVER M 
( THINK ^ 
V O’ THAT ? p 


DON’T TELL ME 
TRIGGER’D LET HIMSELF 
GET CAUGHT! HE’S TH’ 
TOUGHEST HOMBRE ^ 
IN TEXAS! - 

























































































HAVE A DRINK, BOYS! 

HELP YOURSELVES! 




I FIGGERED SOMEBODY 

MIGHT BE DOUBTIN'y—' 
V^WHO I AM|r>—' - 


STOP! PUT AWAY THAT 
SHOOTIN’ IRON! 


HmEXT TIME YOU GET 

ANY FUNNY IDEAS, ^ 
FLASH, SHUT UP--OR 
**—r put up! t-—^ 


YOU GOT NERVE, 

thinkin’ i’d do a 

TRICK LIKE THAT! 


flash thought 
SOMEBOOY MUSTV8 
TIPPED OFF TH* % 
DAISY-J, ANj WELL" 















































































i YOU ^ 
BETTER 
CHANGE 
YOUR 

thinkin’ 

HABITS! 


NOBODY EVER SCARED 
ME OUT OF A SHOOTIN’ 
DATE YET! jr' 


IF YOU WANT THINGS 
THAT WAY, I’LL MEET 
YOU BACK O’ THE 
LIVERY STABLE IN 
TEN MINUTES! ^ 


AN’ DON’T FORGET 

s *> 7 TO COME \-5 

ALONE! J js m 


i'll fix that 

FAKIR! jtaog 



































MAYBE I SHOULDN’T STOP 
'EM-IT'D SETTLE A HEAP 
\OF QUESTIONS!/:—j — 'fi 


QL//CK, DAD ! GENE AND 
FLASH ARE GOING TO jg 
SHOOT IT OUT! 


YOU’VE GOT TO GO. DAD! FLASH 
MIGHT KILL GENE! -' 


ALL RIGHT, IF THAT’S TH’ WAY YOU 


' I SURE WISH > 

MARSHAL HOLT 
WAS HERE, yr' 


AA/HO’S YOUR DAD GONNA MISTAKENLY 
---—T—(TK ARREST NOW? 


GENE AND FLASH 
ARE KEEPING A < 
| SHOOTING r J 

5 J 































IF YOU’RE LYIN’ ABOUT THIS. I'll' 

PLUMB FORGET YOU’RE A WOMAN! 


OH. BURY ME NOT 
ON THE * LONE J 

? prairie % 


that’s what 

b l FIGGERED 
1 YOU'D DO! 


HURRY /A 


shootin'J i'm 

TOO LATE! r 


ANOTHER SHOT 






































NO. I SHOT TH' GUN OUTA HIS 


HAND AN'THEN PATTED HIM 
XWITH MY FIST.)— 


TOO BAD/ I WAS HOPIN' 
THIS MIGHT SETTLE r- 
W. THINGS. 


C’MON, GIT UP ! 

YOU AIN’T HURT. 


MOST HOMBRES DON’T LIVE TO 
TELL ABOUT IT, WHEN THEY 
yCALL ME NAMES 

7 I DI DNiV 

(MEAN NO ) 

v HARM j/ 


MAKE ANY MORE FALSE MOVES, 
FLASH, AN’ I’LL 
TEND TO YOU j ) 
PERSONALLY! 







































3 P.M. IN DUNNS OFFICE 


I WANT ALL 
O’YOU IN 
AAY OFFICE 
^ IN AN 
g( HOUR. 
■L A BIG 
? JOB'S 
, ( BREWIN'! 


^ JUDGE, THAT GUY S A 
PHONY. LET ME FINISH 
■— HIM OFF! 


YOU OUGHTA KEEP 
YOUR WINDOWS tk 
CLOSED. DUNNlg^fl 


SHUT UP OR I’LL 
v SHUT YOU- UP 
S FOR KEEPS! j 


» WHAT DOIN’? 

SPARKIN' GAIL 
V, CURTIS? * 


NOT ^ 

TONIGHT. 
I'AA BUSY! 


JOB FOR YOU, 
^7 AUTRY!**. 


/ 













































THIS HAS GOTTA STOP! WHAT 'S ' 
THIS t HEAR ABOUT YOU GOINT 
INTO TH’ RODEO,TRIG— AUTRY ? j 



SURE I ENTERED TH 
RODEO. WHY NOT? 


MEBBE IT AINT SUCH A BAP IDEA 
AFTER ALL. YOU COULD SHOOT TH 
SHERIFF EASY, AUTRY...WHILE 








































DUNN'S SENDIN' 

FLASH AN 1 BIFF ON 
A JOB. I FI&GERED' 
WE'D TRAIL ’EM/ - 


YEAH / GET 
MOUNTED 
FAST ! 


THAT EVENING 


THAT YOU, 
AUTRY ? m 


I HOPE TONIGHTLL FINISH 
THIS--JUDGE DUNNS GETTIN 1 
taTOO SUSPICIOUS 0 MEJ 

for coMfor vjm 



T YO'RE PLENTY SMART, T ITLL SHOW 

JUDGE, CUTTIN'AUTRY7ME IF HE'S 

1 OUTA THIS JOB/i—PHONY OR 

jPmM wMBm 






































HIDDEN IN THE SHADOWS, AUTRY AND THE St 
SEE THE DEPARTURE OF FLASH AND BIFf 


LUCKY TH JUDGE 
HEARD ABOUT THIS 
SHIPMENT (Y ^ 
BULLION. r-Tl ..77 


HE WAS 

•clever to 
FIGGER THEY'D 
MOVE IT AT 
, -NIGHT. A 


THEYRE HEADIN FOR TH 
TRAIL FROM PAINTED 
[ ROCK MINE. WE'LL 1 
FOLLOW 'EM/jM 


HERE COMES 
TH' WAGON 
L NOW / ^ 




























GOOD WORK, FLASH / 
YOU GOT 'EM BOTH- 
I’LL GIT TH WAGON ! 


WERE TOO LATE/ 

[ THEY BEAT US | 
TO IT / ^ 


ILL HOLD 'EM OFF / 


I LL MEET YOU 
AT TH’CAVE/ 


YOU GET GOIN FAST ! 


SOME BODYS 
f ON OUR f 
L TRAIL/ I 


I’LL TRAIL 
TH' WAGON 


OKAY, GENE/ I'LL 
GET TH' ONE ON , 
| HORSEBACK » J 
























A LITTLE LATER-IN JUDGE DUNNS OFFICE- 


* SMART WORK, BOYS-SAVIN ^ 
TH'GOLD/ NOW WELL GIT RID O' 
AUTRY AN' TH SHERIFF; MOVE TH' 
. GOLD AN’HIKE FOR TH* BORDER/. 


r IM FLASH HANLEY. JUDGE 
DUNN SURE WILL BE 
SURPRISED TO 
SEE YOU/ 

"1 LETS GET 
iGOIN’f 


MY ARM SEEMS OKAY NOW. 
TOMORROW i'mRIDIN'TO 
SAGEBRUSH AN JUDGE 


MEANTIME, NOT FAR AWAY, 
TRIGGER MARTIN WAITS IN 
HIS HIDE-OUT— ■ 






























TH’ PARADE’LL START IN 
A FEW MINUTES, 

W*. CHAMPf*r~3|» 


THAT AFTERNOON-THE RODEO FOR THE SCHOOL FUND BEGINS. 


TEN MINUTES LATER 


NOT TILL 
I GIT 
AUTRY/ 


TRIGGER MARTIN! 
0&\NITH FLASH! 


AUTRY S WEAR IN YOUR 
CLOTHES-YOU CAN'T 
^-—t MISS HIM / i 


LOOKS LIKE I LL 
t HAVE TO WORK 
FAST/ 


THREE AUTRYS! 
THEY'RE ON TO US 
LET'S GIT OUTA . 
HERE / .__ J 


































THEYRE WISE, 
sj, SHERIFF/' - 
(GRAB 'EM/ \ 


’ NOT FAST ENOUGH, ' 
TRIGGER / ONE POIA/M, 
THREE TO GO! ^ 


RIGHT OVER THERE’S 
WHERE I LOST BIFF 
BEFORE / MUST BE A 
k CAVE IN TH* ROCKS/ 


TH'CAVE / 
WE’LL HIDE 
THERE TILL 
i PARK / ^ 





























SPREAP OUT AN’ WAIT FOR 
AUTRY’S SIGNAL. HE’S GOIN’ 
OVER AN’ LOOK AROUNP 
Wghr THOSE 
|SpL CLI ffs!) 


WHAT NOW, 
SHERIFF ? 


WAIT ^ 


YEAH, WE GOT 
•—^7 TH’ GOLD 
I AN’ WHAT 
> GOOD’LL 
(lT DO US ? 


THERE 

FORME, 

CHAMP' 


I YOU SHOULDA LET ME 
SHOOT AUTRY WHEN I HAD 
^ TH’CHANCE, PUNN{/—^ 


TRYIN’TO FIGGER 
A WAY OUT(^ 































SO THATS IT ? 

‘ A CURTAIN / 
PAINTED TO f 
LOOK LIKE / 
\ ROCKS /) 


WEVE GOTTA 
[ FINP TH’ < 
> SHERIFF/ ) 


IVE FOUND *E/V\ / 

follow 

"T /Wg/ Aymrz 


HES LOCO! HE’S ^ 

RIDIN’ RIGHT INTO 
THAT CLIFF WALL/ 


you AINT 
TAKIN’ t 
/W/E IN /) 
































I RECKON/ THATLL 
GET YOU, FLASH/ 


THERE THEY ARE, BEHINP 
BARS AT LAST, THANKS 
IK-, TO YOU, AUTRY. 

WHERE ARE 
EL YOU HEAPEP AN 
^ V FOR NOW ? 


CHAMP R 
/ AND I ARE 
GOIN’TO WIN 
SOME ROPEO 
^PRIZES// 


AN HOUR LATER 


THIS TROPHY BELT IS* FOR 
YOU, GENE AUTRY..CHAMPION 
ROPEO RIPER ANP ,——' 
BAN PIT-CATCHER / / i 


AUTRYS ALREAPY 
BROKEN THREE f 
RECORPS !^A 


CHAMP L 
AN’ ILL BE 
HERE r2 
> FOR J 
YOUR r 
i NEXT S 
[ ROPEO {) 


RIPE THIS 
WAY AGAIN 
WONT YOU, 
T GENE? r 







































Jimmy Davis was stalking Indians, his trusty 
six-gun ready to blast at the first stealthy 
movement beyond the mesquite-studded rise 
toward which he crawled. 

From where she stood by the cottonwood 
grove, his mother had no way of knowing 
what a perilous journey Jimmy was under¬ 
taking. To her eyes, the deadly six-shooter was 
only a twisted stick and the “death-defying” 
scout was her tousle-headed, eight-year-old son. 

“Don’t go too far, Jimmy!” she called out. 
Seeing him turn in exasperation, she added, 
“When Dad isn’t here, you have to protect 
Baby and me.” 

Jimmy waved a brown hand to show that 
he heard and returned to the dangerous job of 
scouting hostile Indians for the covered 
wagon train-. Mom didn’t fool him with that 
“protection” stuff. She and Baby were safe 
enough, even though Dad was away with a 
posse, hunting Ace Hart, whose daring hold¬ 
ups had that part of the Panhandle frantic. 

For a moment Jimmy wondered about the 
road agent. He was a real man of mystery, ap¬ 
pearing like a ghost, disappearing like one. 
But Dad would catch him. Dad was the great¬ 
est sheriff in Texas. 

Then Jimmy forgot Ace Hart and returned 
to his stalking. He did not notice how far he 
had gone until he slid into a shallow wash 
and came face to face with a sqtiint-eyed man. 

“Well!” The man holstered the gun he had 
drawn at Jimmy’s appearance. “A /{id!" 

“I’m not. I’m eight years old!” Jimmy flared. 

Squint-Eyes’ laugh grated. There wasn’t any 
fun in that laugh. Jimmy did not like it. He. 
turned to scramble back up the wash, but a 
rough hand gripped his shoulder, dirty nails 
digging deep into his flesh. 


“Not so fast, kid.” 

“But I—I have to go home.” Jimmy tried 
to keep the quiver out of his voice. 

“Where’s that?” 

“Over near Dry Creek. My Dad’s the sher¬ 
iff—” 

“Sheriff?” Squint-Eyes growled. “His name 
ain’t Dan Davis, is it?” 

Jimmy nodded. “How did you know?” 

“That ain’t any o’ your business.” The man’s 
eyes glittered. “So you’re Dan Davis’ kid! 
That’s rich.” He hesitated, then whistled soft¬ 
ly. A pinto horse trq[ted out from the rocks; 
Squint-Eyes pointed. “Climb up.” 

“You’re gonna take me home?” Jimmy 
stammered. 

“Sure—when your Pa hands over a thousand 
cash for yuh! Till then, you an’ me’re gonna 
camp out on Bald Mountain.” 

Jimmy wanted to cry, but he felt sure tears 
would not do any good. Besides, Squint-Eyes 
might gag him. To cov.er up his fear, he blurt¬ 
ed, “My Dad’ll shoot you full o’ holes, an’ I 
bet you’re Ace Hart!” 

Squint-Eyes did not answer. He lifted Jim¬ 
my to the pinto, tying him to the pommel with 
a length of rawhide. Then he swung up into 
the saddle and turned the pinto’s nose toward 
the east, away from Dry Creek. Despite his at¬ 
tempt at bravery, a large tear trickled down 
Jimmy’s nose into his mouth. He gulped as 
he tasted the salt. A scout did not cry, even if 
he was only eight. Not a scout whose grand¬ 
father had died at the Alamo. 

The sun was low in the west when Squint- 
Eyes pulled up in the mouth of a blind can¬ 
yon. Untying Jimmy, he tossed him to the 
ground like a sack of meal. Jimmy’s head 
■struck a rock and he was knocked uncon- 








scious. Consequently, he did not know when 
the second man rode up and he did not hear 
the angry words: “You ornery skunk! Stealin’ 
a kid!” 

Running footsteps echoed on the canyon’s 
rocky floor. Then the whine of a high-powered 
rifle cut the clear night air. The sound aroused 
Jimmy and he stirred. It hurt awf’ly to try to 
open his eyes. There was a big balloon, a bal¬ 
loon with a face on it. Why, it could talk- 

“Easy, kid.” The voice was soft and amaz¬ 
ingly kind. And, when Jimmy managed to 
raise his heavy eyelids, he saw that the lean, 
browned face matched the kindness of the 
voice. Then cool water trickled down Jimmy’s 
parched throat and brought ease to his throb¬ 
bing head. He glanced around fearfully. 

“He won’t steal any more kids, son," the 
man said grimly, as if he were reading the 
boy’s mind. 

Through the lengthening shadows, Jimmy 
could make out a form sprawled grotesquely 
by a giant boulder. 

“Did he try to kidnap you, too, Mister ?" 

The man shook his head. “Nope. I was 
meetin’ him here, thinkin’ o’ goin’ into bus¬ 
iness with him.” 

“With- him'?” Jimmy could not believe his 
ears. 

“Y’see, I didn’t know what a pole-cat he 
was,” the man explained. “But let’s not talk 
about me. Who are you an’ where’d you come 
from ?” 

Quickly Jimmy told about Squint-Eyes. He 
didn’t notice the other’s sudden start at men¬ 
tion of his father’s name and office. When he 
had finished, the man picked him up and, 
wrapping him in a blanket, placed him tender¬ 
ly on the dead outlaw’s horse. 

“He won’t be needin’ this hoss any more, 
and I gotta get you home. Reckon your Ma 
an’ Dad’ll be half-loco,” he said. 

A big yellow moon was high in the star- 
sprinkled sky when Jimmy and the man came 
within sight of the cottonwood grove. The 
man pulled up, stopping both horses. 

“Here’s where we split up, son,” he said, 
dismounting to help Jimmy down. 

Jimmy protested. “Aren’t you coming in? 
Mom’ll want—” 

“Not tonight, kid,” the other interrupted. 


“I’ve got a long ride ahead.” He stopped to 
pull a sheet of paper and stubby pencil from 
his pocket. In the moonlight, he scribbled on 
it. “Give this to your Dad.” He yanked one of 
the silver ornaments from his saddle. “An’ give 
him this concho, too.” 

Jimmy did not start for the house until man 
and horse were lost in the horizon. He looked 
at the gleaming saddle ornament, which the 
cowboys called a “concho,” and tears filled his 
eyes. He felt as if he had lost a friend and he 
wanted a minute or two to become accustomed 
to the loss. 

After Jimmy’s mother and father, who had 
been called from the man-hunt by his frantic 
wife, had heard the story, Jimmy handed over 
the note and the silver concho. Dad read the 
note aloud. 

“There’s some things I draw the line at,' an’ 
one of ’em’s kidnapin’. He’s a swell kid an’ 
because he is, I’m quittin’ the States, Sheriff, 
an’ ain’t botherin’ you no more.” 

The note was not signed. Jimmy’s Dad 
turned the silver concho over in his palm. His 
eyes widened as he saw the engraved heart, 
centered with a miniature ace of hearts." 

“Ace Hart! The outlaw!” he exclaimed. 

Cora hugged her small son tightly. ‘“You’re 
not going after him, are you, Dan ?" she asked. 

Sheriff Davis shook his head and .half- 
smiled. “I’m not a sheriff in Mexico, Cora.” 

Walking to the fire, he tossed the note into 
the blaze. But he set the concho in a place of 
honor on the mantel. 








FAMOUS BUCKING- HORSES. NO. 3 








IbYCLONE NEVER BUCKED 
UNTIL HE WAS A POUR- 
YEAR-OLD. AS A COLT HE 
WAS GENTLE AND WAS 
RIDDEN BY A FOURTEEN- 
YEAR-OLD BOY TO HERD 
MILK COWS. ONE DAY THE 
BOY JUMPED CYCLONE OVER 
AN IRRIGATION DITCH AND 
THE BACK CINCH OF HIS 
SADDLE SLIPPED BACK. 
THE HORSE'SWALLOWED 
HIS TAIL" AND BUCKED OFF 
HIS RIDER. FROM THEN ON 
HE CONTINUED TO BUCK 
AND TURNED INTO THE 
’r0UGHEST"H0RSE OF HIS 
DAY. HE WAS NEVER 
HARD TO HANDLE BUT JUST 
DIDN’T WANT ANYONE TO 
RIPE HIM. 


E>ICK STANLEY BOUGHT HIM 
AND BUCKED HIM IN RODEOS 
THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 
DICK WAS EVENTUALLY KILLED 
BY A HORSE KNOWN AS “BLACK 
DEMON"AND CYCLONE WAS SOLD 
TO DELL BLANCHETT. DELL SOLD 
HIM IN 1912 TO THE PENDLETON 
ROUNDUP ASSOCIATION AND 
FOR SEVERAL YEARS HE WAS 
THEIR TOP BUCKER. HE WAS 
FINALLY RETIRED WHEN HE 
BECAME TOO OLD TO BUCK- 
FEW COWBOYS WERE EVER ABLE 
TO RIPE HIM. HE WOULD FALL 
ON HIS RIDER. IF HE COULD 
NOT'LOSE HIM" IN ANY OTHER 
MANNER. HE WAS RIDDEN BY 
PICK STANLEY, WILEY HILL 
AND ART ACORD. 










c Me Rain SMoker 


The cowboys rain coat or 
'Sucker" is one of his most 

IMPORTANT PIECES OF EQUIP¬ 
MENT. IT IS MADE OF AN OILED 
CLOTH AND IS BRIGHT YELLOW 
IN COLOR. IN FAIR WEATHER 
HE CARRIES IT ROLLED UP AND 


TIED ON THE BACK OF HIS SADDLE. 
IT IS LOOSE FITTING AND ROOMY 
ENOUGH TO EXTEND BACK OVER 
THE CANTLE OF HIS SADDLE. HE 
USES IT AS A COVER FOR HIS 
ROUND-UP BED WHEN SLEEPING 
OUT IN A RAIN OR SNOW STORM. 
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zTumbun e Tmiisweets '" 


MEXICALI VOSS: 


DANCS 


CHECK THE ONES YOU WOULD LIKE TO SEE 

□ BOOTS AND SADDLES □ TUMBLING TUMBLEWEEDS 

□ SOUTH OF THE BORDER □ MEXICALI ROSE 

□ GAUCHO SERENADE □ IN OLD MONTEREY 

□ RIDE, TENDERFOOT, RIDE □ THE OLD BARN DANCE 


'S MW. 


YOUR LOCAL THEATER 


Fill in the coupon al the right, being sure 
to check off the Gene Autry pictures you 
would like to see. Print the name of your 
local theatre and your name and address. 
Then clip the coupon and send it to 
GENE AUTRY 

22 W. Putnam Ave., Greenwich, Conn. 

Photographs of Cene Autry will he sent 
to the first 2,000 readers sending in.lhe 
coupon. DOITNOWI 


YOUR NAME 


STREET 




































HE’LL TRAMPLE BILL TO 
w PEATH/ STOP HIM! i 


EASY THERE, YOUNG FELLER-- 
t IT’S ME, BART-STEADY, BOY/ 


WELL, KIN 
YOU BEAT 
^-7 THAT/ 


mm Bart west visits 

POP RADER’S RODEO AND FINDS 
THAT THE BUCKING HORSE,YELL0W 
FEVER, IS REALLY GOLD FLASH, 
THE WILD BUCKSKIN COLT, WHICH 
HE HAP CAUGHT, BRANPEP AND 
GENTLED. THE FLASH HAD ESCAPED 
FROM BARTS CORRAL AND HAD BEEN 
TRAPPED BY MUSTANG RUNNERS 
WHO SOLD HIM TO POP RADER- 


FLASH 1 


HOLD IT, 


FLASH!' 


GOOD, OLD FLASH! IVE 
FOUND YOU AGAIN, j— 


/ LL BE JIGGERED! TH ’ 
WILDEST MAN-KILLIN’ 
8RONC I EVER. SEE AN 
BART WEST SETTLES 
HIM DOWN LIKE AN OLD, 
BROKE SADDLE HORSE / 

































r BUT I GOT A B/LLO’*SALE 

FOR HlM.TH’MEN THAT SOLO 
, HIM SAID HE COME FROM 
V— OLD MEXICO. 


I CAUGHT TH’ FLASH. 
HE’S WEARIN’MY ~ 
1 BRAND / yw— 


AN HOUR LATER. BART TALKS 
TO POP RADER,OWNER OF 
THE RODEO HORSES... 


I TELL YOU, POP, YELLOW 
FEVER IS MY COLT, GOLD 
^ -- - FLASH! r' 


OKAY, BART. ILL MAKE YOU 
A PROPOSITION. IF YOU KIN 
RIDE HIM, HE’S YOURS. HE 
AIN’T BEEN RODE SO FAR. 


DIPYA EVER Y NOPE. I WAS JUST GENTLIN’ HIM, 

RIDE HIM, V WHEN A COUPLA ORNERY COYOTES 
k BART ? r7/ TR/ED TO STEAL HIM. HE GOT 
V / SCARED AN’ BOLTED. I’VE BEEN 
\ I HUNTIN’FOR HIM EVER SINCE. 

U \ I’VE DRAWN HIM FORTH’BRONC- 

\ v RIDIN’ TOMORROW, cr——' 


THAT’S A DEAL, POP 
‘—. I'LL RIDE HIM /, 


NEXT RIDER OUT WILL BE BART WEST 
ON YELLOW FEVER-. KEEP YOUR EYES i 
1 OPEN, FOLKS. THIS BRONC IS A ,— 
k KILLER/ NOBODY HAS BEEN J 

<3 ABLE TO RIDE HIM \ % 

^^^fc^VYET . PICK-UP MEN, I 
Sj GET READY// j-S * 


OKAY, BART. SET 
v DOWN ON HIM 



































PONT TAKE NO CHANCES, BART. 
IF HE BUCKS YOU OFF, GIT 
OVER TH’ FENCE AS FAST JM 
to AS YOU CAN-/ . 


OPEN'TH’GATE AN 
, TURN US OUT / rr 


WHATS TH’ MATTER ? 
TH’ KILLER’S TURNED 
GENTLE/ ^ 


RECKON HES YOUR 
COLT, ALL RIGHT, 

, BART. YOU KIN r 
\ TAKE HIM. j-S 


HE WONT BUCK 
WITH ME, POP/ 
HE KNOWS ME/ 


f GET 1 
GOIN, ] 
FLASH! 


COME ON, BOYS' DRAW FOR 
YELLOW FEVER | - 


































































' HES TH GREATEST BUCKIN’ HORSE 
I EVER SEEN,BART. WHY DONT 
YOU LEAVE HIM WITH ME FOR 
AWHILE? HELL LIVE AN EASY 
L LIFE. WONT WORK MORE THAN 
\ TEN SECONDS A 
, DAY- I’LL SEE 



OKAY/ I WILL. BUT^ 

I WOULDN’T LOAN 
HIM TO ANYBODY 
BUT YOU, POP. I 
<NOW YOU’LL TAKE 
GOOD CARE OF 




S LONG, FLASH. POPLLTAKE CARE O’ YOU 
LIKE A BABY. I GOTTA GO BACK TO WORK NOW. 
js BUT I’LL BE COMIN’TO see YOU REAL SOON./ 


.J 






























CAPTAIN MIDNIGH-Ws 

At M3UR. NEW9STANP !*»♦ 

















